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Owen Johnson, writing recently in these
Solumns, rolsed an interesting point of
Biscuasion. He stated that he feels the
sentimenialization of women has placed a
fyranny upomn American flction and that
the reason our fletion lacks tha conviction
o/ Ewropean literature ia that our authors
n depicting feminine characters have to
wse o ftreatment different from the one
Shey accord masculine characters, making
them merely atock flgurce. He contends
| tAhat our fiction needs to be made vital by
the humanization of the women in ity
Rotion, not pleading for the prurient side,
but for a removal of the veil of illusion
from women and an analysis of them as
Jrank as that accorded to men. Thia last
point, he saya, helps make for the strength
end conviction of Continental fiction.

Tue BuN has asked other writers to
otale their viewe in these regarde,

MAURICE FRANCIS EGAN,

o e ~e——— s

|

T have a great respect for Mr Owen
Johnson's opinion, and this 18 a welghty
admission, when I say that I have known
him sinee his birth

and often predicted
that hls ultimate
and deserved fate
wonld be marriage
with the widow of
a llon tamer. But
this was in his ex-
treme youth, before
his disposition had
been softened. In
view of this change
his ideas about
women in Ameri-
can fiction are in-
tensely Interesting
to me. He com-
plains that the re-
striction Imposed on
the American nov-

elist in depicting
feminine &haracters makes them mere
“stock fgures.” He means of course

the very up to date American nov-
elists, who invent heroines (o suit the
fashionable {llustrator of the moment,
those gentlemen who write that 250,000
people who run may read. Mr. Jphnson's
own ladies are not “stock figures”-—T do
not observe that the Salamander s a
“stock figure,” and unless he has made |
ber too good to be true she does not seem |
to have been weakened by a regard for|
overconventional restrictions. And there
are Mrs. Wharton's ladles in “"The House
of Mirth” and “The Custom of the Coun-
try"—Mrs, Wharton might have been as
frank about them as Fluubert was about |
“Madame Bovary,” but that would not
have made them more convineing. It re-
quires genius to depict a woman as Flau-
bert depicted his heroine and as Tolstoy

inted Anna Karenina—when we ghall

ve a novellst of genlus in our country
we shall not consider the conventions.
The conventions will disappear in the
truth just as they disappear in the story
of Judith and Halofernes or In that of
Herod and Salome. What we need and
would be glad to have 18 a writer of
genlus, and we have not had one sinece
Harold Frederick almost crossed the celes-
tia] line,

8 to Kuropean literature--Owen Johne
®on means, [ suppose, twentleth century
European literature—where is Its con-
winclng quality”? French literature of tic-
tlon has become a matter of pedigree;
the best of it is, so to speak, underground.
Who finds the amusing, the cynical imi-

* tator of “Candide,” Anatole France, “con-
| vinelng”? Or Plerre Lotl, for all his|
flashes of the sacred fire” ©Or Henri|

Bourdeaux, or the long winded “Christophte™ |
t man? Or Rene Bazin, or Paul Bourget, |
or that bourgeoisie imitator of tha urlutu-]
cratie author of *“The Romance of a
Poor Young Man,” Ohnet, They can write, |
but when authors write too well they
become dehumanmmed, and the Byzantine
Age apuroiaches, \\'ho wants an Ameri-
can Strindberg? Or an American Gustav

Wied?
Perhaps the modern |~'.nul|.~.h writ-H
are included in the term “KEuropean'
| If they are Mr. Maurice Hewlett can be

wery unrestricted, but he is not dl\lﬂ\!‘
convincing-—though there are monnts,
The conventions of the English circulating |

i Nbraries hang over hini, and vet they
! permit him much freedom. So with Mr. |
i Galsworthy., It scems (o me that his |

| “Dark Flower,” which is the second nf[
! episodes in the life of an egoistic and |
rather vulgar sensualist, 18 an example
of the very frankest treatment of femi-
nine characters, but its frankness does
not make it “convineing.” It does not
ring true, though it speaks pretty, poetical
passages. “Tow Jones™ I8 truer and mora
“convineipg, but not =0 pretty.  Arnold
Bennett manages ve ry well, and Wells, in |
“Marriage.” makes us forget conventions
and think only of the truth. To be sure,
after “Marriage” W becomes a mere |
essayist aguin.

Thackeray left us few (llusions
Becky Sharp: but Owen Johnson perhaps
fecls that he might have been franker in
his analysis of her than in his analysis of

about |

Pendennis, Allowing for the sreater lib-
erty permitted to the novelist to-day,!
Owen Johnson has gone further in the|
annlysis—expressed by action rather than |
words—of his Salamander than Thack-
eray dared to go. Becky Sharp had no
more scruples and no more consclence
than any woman who to-day chooses the |
hardest way for the sake of a limousine
and a pear]l necklace, 8he ok her world |
as she found It and what ghe found in it
A# for the other world, she slept out l‘i"!

The modern woman of this|
more con- |

thought of it
same type could not he mode

vineing by a franker analysis.  You would
simply sce more of the author and less of
her.

The novellst in America who knows the |
truth and can express it need not trouble |
himself about mere conventions: bot lln-l
author-of the best sellers must keep an |
uneasy eye on his buyers, and they Hl.ﬂl
insist that a perfect lady In fiction must |
have some clothes on: but who Knows

when thelr taste will change,

‘\n ,,M: }gm..s &\m |

JESSE LYNCH WILLIAMS, j
Thank you for the opportun.ty to ex-|
press myself upon a subjeet 1'm Interests 1!1
. _ ¢
The heroine of to-day, or to-murrow, |
rather, for she Is
Just  mrriving, s
still, it seems, un-

sexing herself, =tiil
destroy ing chivalry,

| 1dle

{ ghould represent both sexes,

ftoward life and especiailly toward the

The face that launched a thousand
ships—did that face appear at the launch-
Ing ceremoniea? No. Woman's place was
the home,

“Therefore,” says Man, "It stilt A"

A epinster should stay at home amd
spin. 1lee why call them spinstera?

What will be the social significance of
giving woman--or, rather, of her obtaln-
ing for herself—an independent Income
and the consequent freedom to do as she
seex NIt instead of what man sees At for
her? ® ¢ » At last, for the first time in
the history of civilization, woman is go-
Ing to have u chance to mct llke herself,
to be as she sees fit, instead of being or
pretending to be what man demanded and
has heretofore demanded of her. We may
not like 1t, but what are we going to do

about i1t?

We are about to make the greatest
discovery of adl this wonderful age——the
dircovery of woman!

Herctofore we have only known females,
h'l‘hvy had to play up to man's idea of
them.

They have had no say in the mattet.

Wouldn't it be interesting If man now
had to play up to theirs? Interesting, ves,
but Irritating. We should have to be-
have ourselves.. And this would mean
not a mere discovery, but a revolution!

Well, even so man will continue to
adore and describe woman

To paraphrase the lrutelt feminist of
h!a HEge :

“Nature her anclent custom holds, let
‘change' say what it will”

As for my own next heroine, she s a
bacterfologist. The book won't be out
until next autumn, but the heroine Is here
already—Iin real life—on many sides of
us. She I8 one of those new girls who
do not care to hang around and walt to
he married. She prefers to go Into the
world and work side by side with the
highbrows rathier than stay at home and
be bored by the lowbrows. Htrange,
isn't it?

——
ROBERT HERRIOK.

In answer to your letter of Aprfl 13
1 shall refer you to an article by me on
the American novel In the current April
issue of the Yale Review, which contains
a reference to the
tople you mention,
1 may add, also,
that my own novels
haurdly bear out Mr,
Johnson's conten-
tion as to the
method of treating
women characlers
in fAction.
(Sugpested extracts

from the Yale

Review.)
In the first place
our novels are

weakly sentimental.
As a people we
have always been
excessively  sentl-
mental beneath our
practical surface. Among the great mass,
sentimentality is one of our blind spots,
and “the mass” here does not imply pos-
erty or ignorance, “The Rosary,” which
might justly be described aw the most
syrupy concoction of current years, found |
its immense market among American
women, Hut we are no longer as senti-
mental as the novelists think us to be; at
least, our more intelligent readers arc
fast losing the vice, * * ©® Hut with |
ull the evidence of a growing appetite for
healthy fact,
our novels. We sentimentalize in them
success and business warfare; above all
we sentimentalize our women—both the
enormous relation of the
home.  Ope
y pect from the present woman movement

-'1 that American women will rise In re-

sentment and kick over the false pedestal
of chivalrous sentimentality on which (in
our novels) American men have pused
them Inanely foy so long.

But sentimentalism dies hard,
insidious disease Inherited through ro-
mance from the miasmatic mysticism of
the Middle Ages. It has proved peculiarly
| corrupting to art in all forms, because
it is the eaxy means of gaining an lin-
mediate popular appeal. Therefore sen-
timentalism should be fought hard wher-
ever it makes an appearance. Until we
us a people are able and willing to look
all the facts of our civilization in the

It is an

| fuce and recognize the unpleasant as weil

as the “pleasant,” until we demand in our
literature the same strong tonic of clear-
sighted truth that we get from science,
we shall remain morally shabby—soft

- L]

The fact that our movels are written
largely by women and for the entertain-
ment of women Is in itself a weakening
element In our literature, It would be
to champion male literature as op-
posed to u feminine one, but our literature
The man's
conception of life ought to interest women,
and whit the woman feels about it ought
to interest men— If lruo und not merely
sentimental, *

This leads me Iu nnat!ur class of great
themes that awaits the modern writer—
women, the emergence and the transfor-
mation of women, We sentimentalize a
good desl as a people over the position
of Ameritan women. but in our literature,

at any rate, we treat them conventionally.
Yet every one knows that the status of
women in the world has changed, and

whiat is even more significant to my think-
ing, the self-consclousness of women is
changing  rapidly, They are thinking
differently about themselves from what
their mothers ever thought.

The suffrage agltation is comparatively
unimportant, or rather merely one promi-
nent straw on the stream that marks the
current, Of much more immediate sig-
niticance s the way In which women are
being absorbed in the econumle machine
of our industrialism as breadwinners, as
competitors of men, and in the freer strata
of gociety as independent ercators,  All
this must change profoundly the inner
Iife of the sex and the attitude of men
and women toward each other. The emans
cipation of women that the suffrage agl-

tators harp upon I8 coming all the time,
not s0 much through obtaining the vote
ad through their growing ability to com-
pete with men in the conditions of modern

civillzation, and to make a strong, Inde-
pendent Hfe in cooperation with men, apart
u merely sex or sentimental rola-
hip.

Nothing I8 more thrilllug in our life

| to-day than the struggles of women to
win this superior sort of freedom, to
become the real equals of men. Why,
then= do not our novellsts, especially our
women novelists, celebrate this eple ot
their 80x?  They should glve us thess
newer women, with their chaunging attitude

LI N

relation and the family, They should not

THE BLINDNESS

OF VIRTUE

By Cosmo Hamilton

still unsettling  all
our nicely Hled
tdenls of fasclnuat-
fng femininity—Jjust l
ek each preceding
“new" type of hero
ine did, The new
heroine  (must 1
Buy 1t? 1 so dis-
illuslonizing), the
' maodern heroine s
! not a true woman at
¢ wll, 8She I8 & new
waonun ! |
“She ‘s therefors,”  gays man, who |
knows all abont women, *a sexlesi freak
whe s elbowing her way into llllnu
ephere in order to lose her charm.' |
I'or she exercises pot only her emotions, |
bk the lHttde Vietorian swooner, and her |
musecles, like the Rooseveltian golfer, but
ol mitd ! And that inost .|-:-‘|llus1--|--!
fing
L1 unwainanly ta think, Woman s
OO goad ta thin She ghoulbd Just feel,
Or 1y must think bt her think .‘hulll‘
s, Oherwise 108 0 Gl
Lariks the hoerolnes of the
b ' Wl They wers _m! “-.w
B0 iy gk teie wormen ought 1o b
Ay uwsed Lica sweet, ludirect influenve,
A
R T NT I

A novel which dares to
challenge ancient hypoe-
risies and remove the

'mask of smugness from

the modern timid parent.

~'%1,25 Net, at Booksellers
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY  New Vork

sentlmentalism  persists in|

sexes and the |
of the benefits we may ex-/

WR[TERS WRITE ABOUT WRITERS" RIGHTS

most vital of them all,
idicule of L.o
A'r. Wells,

leave this tople,
to the funny paper and th
obtuse male—not eyen to

MPEREDITH NICHOLNON.

Mr. Owen Johnson has ralsed an inter-
esting question in his recent article in
Tue BuNy on “The Popular Conception of
Women in Fiction” 1 fully agree with

him that there are
difficulties In the
path of the writer

who tries to @see
life steadlly and
whole, and who

honestly wants to
present real human
beings, not famillar
marionettas, to his
readers. Reduced to
plain terms, what
Mr. Johnson com-
plains of Is our
lack of courage in
drawing a stralght
line  between ro-

mance and reallsem. Having played on
both sldes of that line and having under-
tuken at times to straddle it I may mod-
estly lay claim to a variety of experlences
with the public that is our hope and our
despalr. Romance le, gencrally speaking,
more profitible to author, editor and pub-
lisher than reallsm. The public, or a vast
division of it, wants to be amused, and
Iife as it isn't s apparently better calcu-
luted to amuse than a transcript of life
as it s,

Characters are the maln thing In
fiction, und the developinent of character
cannot be made plausible where It {8 not
marked by sincerity. Nor can a writer
who hopes to persuade a particular editor
to serialize his novel utter the best that
i8 In him with the photograph of that
editor on the desk before him.

Mr. Johnson has struck the nall squarely
on the head In his remarks upon the
limitations that embuarrass the novellst
when he undertakes to paint an erring
woman. The reading public, llke the
gallery gods, must have a chance to hiss
the shameful ecreature from the stage.
However, In my *“Otherwise Phyllis” 1
sent an erring woman home to the com-
munity she had left in dishonor and made
a cheerful affair of her return, and I
don't recall that any reader or critic has
complained of It. It isn't important, but
I consider that woman the best and truest
character 1 have ever done,

My publisher quoted to me recently the
remark of a distinguished American
novelist who sald that those of us who

want to deal with life as it is, not as the
boarding school girl would like to have it
must “learn to live lean.” We all know
that by writing u certain kind of thing
for certaln periodicals we are likelier to
gather in shekels than by pleasing our
own consciences and taking our chances
with those people who are willing to lay

huge layer cake of life. The number of |
American magazine editors who are will-
ing to print a “stralght” novel of life
and manners 18 limited to three or four:
the rest seem intent upon printing aus
| much beribboned and perfumed naughti-
' ness am they dare. A number of very
| prom!=ing novellsts and one or two of real
| achievement have been utterly demoral-
ized by this salacious tendency or moves
ment, or whatever it may be called. Thae
spectacle of writers of ability furlously
Iimllming each other in sprinkling red
pepper over the lce cream they serve the
publie Is not edifying. Tn fuct nothing
In American literary history has heen
more deplorable A friend at my elbow
remiarks that Mrs, Wharton's fine novel,
“The House of Mirth,” started the trouble.
There may be something in this. Cer-
taln it Is that much sewage has been
ewitched Into Mrs. Whartan's finely or-
dered garden. Or to change the compari-
son, her palette has been seized by
number of clumsy workmen who have
heightened her colors and proceeded to
retouch with a whitewash brush her
carefully considered canyases,

As my adventures with magagzine ed!-
tors have been few and on the whole |
highly satisfactory and agreeable I
speak of the present-®r recent-—mad
rush for the prurlent with no personal
! grievances rankling In my soul. Offend-
ing editors seem to be wearying of their
orgy and already show signs of contrl-
tion. , The standards of public taste were
not #6 low as they hud assumed them to

down & dollar and 35 eents for a novel,
timt contains a clean slice out of the PUblle

be. Tha fact is that we Americans are
a pretty decent sort of people und not
likely to be decelved long by the display
of decaying heaps of realistic vegetables
lightly covered with lllles of sentimental-
ism,

I fully agree with Mr. Johnson that
tho caramel nibbilng jeune fille i« pass-
ing out, yielding to her vigorous, healthy
minded sleter who can elimb a rope or
walk ten miles as preparation for stren-
uous debates on mighty questions. It Is
merely the compelling force of tradition
that keeps the old simpering, clinging
vine type In fiction. Traditlon demands also
the happy ending, and [ hope to live to see
the day when it will be possibie for
authors to send manuscripts to publishern
without inviting telegrams bLegging them
for God's muke to change tha last chaptor
#o as to leave the heroine firmly clasped
in the hero's arme,

I don't think the sentimentalism of
which Mr. Johnson complains can be|
cliarged wholly agalnst publle tasts or
that editors and publishers are the sole
culprite. Those of us who havoe serious |
alma must elect whether we shall write
with an eye on the spring automobile ad-
vertisements or on (deals that enforce
clean living.

We continus to do much better with
the short story than with the novel. We
are all writing much too Lastily. There
are few American writers who can make
any clalms to style, There are second
rate English novellsts who writa much
better than most of our best. That luck
of intellectual seriousness of which Mat-
thew Arpold complained In us Is more
sadly apparent now than It was thirty
vears ago when Mr, Arnold brought his
acutely discern!ng monocia to bear upon
American life, All round men of letters
like Howells and James are not multl-
plying. This may be merely an expres-
slon of our general tendency In all the
sclences and arts to speclalization. But
we ought at least to put the best that is
In us into our novels and short storles.
It would be cheering to comse suddenly
upon new books of as excellent work-
manship as Cable’s “Old Creols Dajys"
or “The Grandlssimes."

Tha pressure upon writers of reputa-
tion to Increase their output Is tremen-
dous. It is not easy to refuss jobs that
promise Immedlate generous payment and
plan the deliberate labors that ulone pro-
duce sound work. Even those hasty un-

eritical readers who ara easily satisflad
with the lightest sort of fiction are worthy
of the best we can do. If we must be
frivolous let us dress for the part, and
if we deal with sin let’'s “follow through."”
and not gubmit to the demand of editors
or publighers that we explain the aln
away, or, Iu Mr, Jolinson's phirase, sur-
round 1t “with the i{lluslons of romance

and sentiment.”
ﬂvu’a'}z ;u 1'c M‘-—a—w},

GERTRUDE A'I‘III'JII'I'ON.

While Mr. Johnson's plailn Is true
enough, the fault lles with the reading
We have more “damn fool” women
| than any country on earth, and of course
l the meagrely
equipped braln is
1 always sentimental,
among other things
~-that Is to say it
i1s  unpolsed, half
baked, without tra-
ditions to mive It a
background, and al-
wave chasing itself
round In Ilittle eir-
cies, A century
hence, when they
have a generation

or two of educated
| ancestora bhehind ‘,f"
them and e«ducation A ’:

itself is more thor-
ough, American
women will be the equals of the women

of the Old World, who demand reallsm,

not pap. (I do not mind Invoking the
wrath of these women, as they hate my

books—which have always been truthful

{ and unburdened with sentimentalism-—al-

| ready.)

Sonie time since 1 received a
from & Chicago uplift soclety
i to Join them In the work
| sweetness, goodness, and light. [ replied
that this countrv recled with goodness
and the sticky sentimentallsm @ ey culled
sweelness ; what It needed was more
brains. I heard no more from them,

letter
asking m
of mpreading

M\ |

I‘l‘ e memories and enly memories which

eclousness survives indestructibly,

much,

Theas memories, perceiving that I have raised the trap deor which has kept them |
beneath the floor of conaciouangas, arise from the deptha, |

If we dream about events of the same day it {a the moat inaiynificant facts, and not
the moat important, which have the beat chance of veoppearing.

Sounda, ] nley in aur dreama ao lmmrmn! a role an colora. Our dreama are,
abore all, viaual, and even more viaual than we think,

In adream we become no doubt indi/Terent to logic, but not incapable of logic.
are dreama when we reason with correctneaa and even with aubtlety. 1 might almoat say,
at the riak of seeming paradorical, that the mistake of the dreamer in in recaoning ton

EXPLANATORY BITS OF THE |
MECHANISM OF DREAMING |

By HENRI BERGSON,

weave the woof of eur dreamas.

All that we have felt, perceived, thought, willed, from the firel evakening of our ron. |

Memory imagea are like the ateam in @ boiler under mere or leas (ension.

Thera

To explore the most secret deptha of the unconaciova, to lahor in the aubanil of con-
sclousneas, that will be the principal task of paychologyin the cemtury which is opening, |
I do not doubt that wonderful diacoveries await it there, asimportant perhapa as have
Leen in the preceding centuriea the discoveriea of the rhyscal end matural aciences,

=From " Dreams,"

By James

At all booksellers
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Oppenheim

Tur. CENTUryY Co.t
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ARIADNE
OF ALLAN WATER

By Sidney McCall

No sweeter heroine has come upon the scene for many months,
—Philadelphia Record.
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one who meets her.-—Boston Transeript.
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